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She Was Real 


Author's Notes: 

Hello and welcome to something a little different for me this week. This is the start of a new series too, using 
songs that create a story for me or an artist that inspires or brings fond memories. | have a few of these in 
the planning, so I'll be interested to see how they turn out. 


This one has been bugging me in one way, shape or form for some time now so I'll be glad to cross it off my 


list. It was an easy write too. 


The link below is to the original song. Jon English was an Australian artist, an icon really, who passed in 20l6. He 
started out as Judas in the Australian stage production of Jesus Christ Superstar, played rock and roll for 
many years, wrote his own rock opera, Paris, and was an actor on both stage and screen. He was well-loved 


and is sorely missed. | hope you enjoy the song as much as | do. 


Jon English - She Was Real 
https://youtube/AoiRmWOioNI 


The real story behind She Was Real: 
https://ambrosemertonorg/?cat=8 


| look forward to all your comments! Hope you enjoy.. 


J 


She Was Real 
December 1985 


The night was cold and Nikki shivered slightly as the wind from the road penetrated through his leather jacket. 
The mist had settled over the road earlier and Nikki's motorcycle sliced through it leaving thick swirls in his 


wake. 


"Where the fuck am |?" he muttered to himself. He hadn't seen any signposts for at least an hour now, let 


alone any other cars. 


He was an aimless traveller, hoping to trade one shitty life for a less shitty life out in sunny California Trouble 
was, in his attempt to make the trip as uneventful as possible, he'd taken the back roads trying to avoid any 


attention. 


After being chased out of town by his girlfriend's father, the local Sheriff, following a particularly nasty 
breakup, Nikki simply wanted to disappear. 


Chelsea's father happened to walk in at the end of their fight, just at the moment that Nikki had thrown a 
bottle at the wall in frustration Her father had assumed that he was assaulting his darling daughter and 
threatened to arrest him if he didn't pack up what he could carry and leave. Under the circumstances, Nikki 
could understand and even agree with his precipitous response. He would have had the same reaction if he'd 


walked in on that scene. 


Trouble was, Nikki had been the innocent party in the argument. Chelsea had just told him that she was 
pregnant..but it wasn't his. Even now, he felt sick that he'd pinned his future on Chelsea, having pushed down 
his attraction to some of the guys in town, only to have it thrown in his face by her unexpected 


announcement. 


"HA!" he laughed mirthlessly when it occurred to him that Chelsea would now have to explain to daddy dearest 
about her pregnancy and who the father really was. 


The kicker was that the fucker responsible was one of the guys he'd dated a couple of times back in high 
school, both of them trying to figure out their sexuality at the time, fumbling in the dark to figure out where 


everything went and what felt good. 


He pulled over at the next crossroad and pulled out his road map. The moon was the only illumination, its light 
subtly muted by the swirling mist, and he couldn't read the map in the dark. Killing the engine he set the bike 
on its stand so that he could rummage in his saddlebag for a small flashlight. He sighed in relief when he 

figured out his location and that he was probably no more than a couple of hours from the coast, though his 


final destination was as yet unknown. 

Nikki was trying to figure out which road to take next when an uncomfortable itch started between his 
shoulder blades. Shrugging to relieve the sensation, the prickling then moved up his spine and made the hair on 
his neck stand up. It was the feeling you got when someone was watching you, but that was ridiculous, he 
thought to himself, he was out in the middle of nowhere, not even any lights from distant farmhouses. 


"Hello, can you help me?" he heard a distant voice call from the dark. 


Nikki looked up sharply from the map, peering into the autumn-cool night, "Hello?!" he called out, hearing his 
voice being swallowed by the big empty of the night. 


"| must be dreaming,” Nikki muttered to himself and went back to his map. 


The feeling, however, didn't dissipate and if anything, only got more pronounced. He shone the torch out into 
the night, trying to figure out what was making him so squirrelly. 


Slowly he turned, seeing nothing at first until he returned to his original spot. 

"Fuck!" he yelled in fright. His legs gave out and he scrambled backward trying to get his knees to hold him 
upright and his heart felt as though it was bounding out of his chest like some cartoon character. Nikki shook 
his head, trying to clear his vision "N-no..its not possible!" 

Standing in the beam of his bike's headlight, about six feet away, was a woman, Tall, dark, loosely-curled hair, 
slim and dressed in jeans and boots, her blouse beneath her leather jacket, seemed to be red and white in 
some obscure, blotchy pattern 


"Can you help me? | seem to be lost," the woman said, her voice softly lilting, ringing prettily through the mist. 


"Where the fuck did you come from?!" Nikki barked as he picked himself up off the damp verge and brushed 
at his jeans. "You scared the fucking life outta me!" 


The woman, no older than sixteen, maybe seventeen, Nikki thought, looked down at the ground and shuffled her 
feet a little. "I'm sorry. | didn’t mean to startle you." 


Shit..you coulda made a bit more noise, don'tcha think?!" he glared at her. "How'd you get here, anyways?!" 


The brunette looked around at the surroundings as though she'd only just seen it. "I-I..1 don't know," she said. 


Nikki cocked his head as her confusion was clearly evident. "Well, you can't stay out here," he huffed. He hadn't 
planned on any company on his trip but he was brought up right enough not to leave a female stranded in the 
middle of the forest in the middle of the night. He dug out his spare helmet and handed it to her before he 


climbed on his bike, "C'mon.!'ll give you a ride home." 


"Thank you..." she hesitated, a small frown creasing between her eyebrows as she accepted his offering and 


pulled the helmet down over her wild curls. 


"Nikki..the name's Nikki," he said as the young woman steadied herself on his arm and climbed on his bike. 
Something, a chill, a snap of electricity, zapped through him from the point of contact. He pushed the feeling 
out of his mind. "Where am | heading?" 


"Athena," she replied. 


Nikki looked back at her and frowned. He swore she had been right behind him with how close her voice had 
been, he'd even felt her breath on the side of his face, but she was still settling onto the passenger seat. She 
looked at him and smiled sweetly at him; Nikki touched the side of his face where he'd imagined he'd felt her. 


"Where are you heading, Nikki?" Athena asked. 


"Um," he struggled. The way Athena had said his name stirred something within him. He shook his head to 
clear it before saying, "West. Hoping to hit the coast at some stage but I'll take you home first, wherever you 


need to go. I'm not on a schedule or nothing." 


"West is perfect, Nikki," she said, giving him her address. Her pretty mouth split into a wide, open smile and 
Nikki imagined it to be like the sun breaking through the clouds. 


There was something about this young lady that was calling to him that he couldn't quite put his finger on but 
he kicked the bike to life, feeling the purr of the engine between his legs. "Hold on," he said, lowering his visor 
as Athena wriggled closer and wrapped her arms around him. He checked over his shoulder for traffic, though 


of course there was none, and pulled back onto the road. 


Athena laughed in delight as Nikki shifted through the gears smoothly, accelerating into the night, the wind 
ruffling their hair that escaped beneath their helmets and stealing their words as they yelled to each other. 


It felt good, Nikki thought, to have a warm body against his, holding him close, her faint perfume reaching his 
nostril and not thinking how strange that was considering the wind took everything else away from them. 
Maybe he should stick around for a while after he'd taken Athena home, see what her town was like, maybe 
find a job and settle down. 


Maybe..maybe... 


She rested her chin on his shoulder and Nikki reached down to her hands, finding them cold. "Shit, you're cold!" 
he yelled. 


"I'm fine, Nikki, | promise," she replied. 


He believed her but moved her hands inside his jacket anyway. He wondered if she could feel his heart racing 
beneath her palms. 


"Do you believe in soulmates, Nikki?" Athena asked quietly a few minutes later. 


He shouldn't have been able to hear her but it sounded as though her lips were right against his ear. It was 


unnerving. He'd been riding a while, maybe it was time to find somewhere to bed down for the night. 

He shook his head. "No..that's just a load of BS." 

"Why?" she asked. "Don't you think everyone deserves that one true love of their lives?" 

"Humans aren't designed to be monogamous beings," he replied, thinking bitterly of his ex. He'd been on the road 
all day, every day, for a week now, deliberately trying to put as much distance between him and Chelsea as 


possible. "People will fool themselves into thinking they're in love," he said, deriding himself. "But it doesn't stop 


people from fucking around like animals." 
"You sound bitter, Nikki," she said. 
"Yeah, well..." he replied. "Being fucked over by someone you thought loved you will do that to you, | guess." 


‘lm sorry you got hurt, Nikki," Athena said. "I can tell you're a kind person, someone that deserves to be loved 


by the right person 
"Maybe," he shrugged. 


"Don't discount finding a soulmate for yourself just yet," she added. "He or she may be just around the 


corner..or in the next town." 
Nikki didn't answer but he couldn't stop the swirl of thoughts going through his mind now. 
The rain started, cold and steady, soaking them through, and Nikki asked Athena if she wanted to pull over. 


"No, Nikki," she said, holding him tighter. "Go faster. | want to go home. It's been so long. Take me home, please, 
Nikki." 


Nikki looked over his shoulder. There was something about her words, her tone that bothered him. "Okay. Hang 
on," he said and gunned the engine making the bike leap forward on the wet road, a rooster-tail of water 


sprayed from his back wheel. 
Athena's delighted laugh rang through the night as she urged him to go faster, faster. 


"Athena," Nikki yelled over his shoulder, "would you um..would you wanna go out on Saturday? Just something 
casual, like a drink somewhere." He didn't know where this would lead but she was sweet, easy to talk to and 
yes, very attractive. He'd always been drawn to brunettes. But there was something deeper that he was drawn 
to also. He realised he didn't know how old she was and if she were even of legal age. "Just how old are you, 


anyway?" 


"Is age even relevant when two hearts meet, Nikki?" Athena returned. "Don't worry, Nikki, I'm old enough. And 
yes, | think | would like to go out with you." She tightened her arms around his waist before throwing them 
into the air and laughing in happiness. 


He smiled beneath his visor and sighed happily as they sped through the night, cutting swathes through the 
mist and rain. He still wanted to put as much road as possible between his heartbreak over Chelsea and her 


cheating ways. 
And he had a feeling that Athena could be the one to lead him to a new life. 


The road started twisting and turning and Nikki leaned the bike into them, concentrating hard on keeping his line 
and traction in the rain It was both scary and thrilling at the same time and he vaguely heard Athena gasp 
and squeal in delight. 


After one particularly nasty hairpin turn before the road started to even out, Nikki finally allowed himself to 
relax. "It should be easy riding from now on," he said, thinking Athena was holding onto the back of his bike. He 
hadn't felt her arms around him for at least the last two bends..or was it longer? He couldn't tell. 


When there was no answer he looked back expecting to see her holding on in fright. But there was no one 


there. 


" Fuck! No..nononono..," Nikki swore and brought his bike to a sliding stop, laying it down on the road. 
" ATHENA!" he screamed, tearing off his helmet and racing back up the road, looking for the brunette. 
" ATHENA!" he screamed again, searching through the undergrowth along the edge of the road. 


" ATHENA! Where are you?! Can you hear me?!" Nikki screamed again, still searching until he was hoarse. 


" ATHENA!" 


Collapsing onto the road, the rain pelting down around him, mingling with his tears, he cursed himself for 


allowing her to coerce him into riding so fast. 


His bike was still laying on the road, engine running, the headlight was the only source of light. He pushed up 
from his knees and ran back, slipping and sliding on the wet road, and righted the bike. Nikki jumped on, riding 
back up the road, using the light to help in his search. 


" ATHENA!" His screams echoed through the night. His hair was plastered to his skull, trickling down his spine 
to mate with the fear that was already winding its way around his bones. He racked his brain, trying to 
remember if he felt her or heard her fall but he came up empty. 


" ATHENA!" 


Nikki listened hard, hoping to hear at least a moan or cries of pain but all he could hear was his ragged 


breathing, the rain and his own heartbeat pounding in his ears. 


" FUCK!" Nikki screamed into the night." ATHENA if you can hear me, I'm gonna get help sweetheart. I'll be 


back as soon as | can. I'm gonna bring help, okay?!" 


With sobs wracking his body, Nikki pulled his helmet down over his wet hair, put the bike into gear and headed 
back down the road toward the distant lights of a small town. 


The ride seemed interminably long and as soon as he reached the edge of the small town he skidded to a stop 
at the first payphone he found. He ripped off his gloves and helmet, and, with shaking fingers, dialled. 


"ql, what's your location?" 


Nikki rattled off the town after seeing the name on his way in on the road before continuing, "Um..there's been 


an accident. We..we were riding through the forest road. It's raining pretty bad and..and-." 
Sir, you need to slow down for me." 


"Someone..a girl.my passenger fell off my bike and | can't find them! | need help!" he said through chattering 
teeth. "Please! Please hurry.’ 


"Your passenger fell off?" 
"Yes! I've searched but it's raining and- and dark. Fuck! Please hurry!" He had to stop himself from screaming. 


The operator took all the details and Nikki was advised to wait but he couldn't just twiddle his thumbs while 
waiting for the cops. He had to do something] 


Slamming the helmet back on his head, Nikki kicked his bike over again, revving the engine and peeling back out 
onto the same road he just arrived on, as though he had the devil on his tail. 


He had to find her! He just had to! 


When he got back to the hairpin bend, Nikki slowed the bike down and pulled over onto the verge where he 
thought Athena might have come off. He angled the machine so that the headlight shone through the 
undergrowth. Nikki got off, taking his helmet off again and dug out the torch he'd used only a couple of hours 
ago when Athena first appeared. 


"Athena!" he called out. "I'm back, baby! I've called the police..they're sending people to help me find you." He 
listened intently for any sign of life while trying to quell the racing of his heart. 


The rain suddenly stopped as though someone had turned the tap off and Nikki looked up at the sky through 
the canopy of trees. He was thankful that the clouds had started to clear as quickly as the rain had stopped, 


allowing the first blush of oncoming dawn to show through. 
It didn't, however, offer up any sign of Athena. 


Nikki stepped into the undergrowth calling out the girl's name, searching under every bush and behind every 
fallen log. 


The welcome sound of sirens was like music to Nikki's ears. "You hear that, Athena?! They're coming to help 
get you, sweetheart," he yelled as he slowly and methodically searched, ignoring his fears, pushing back the 
sobs with determined grit. "You hang in there, you hear me, Athena?! Everything is going to be okay! | promise 
you!" 


By the time the police and paramedics arrived on the scene, dawn was cresting on the horizon. Nikki was 
prevented from continuing to search as he was questioned extensively. His story never wavered as the search 
party spread out up and down the road and cries of Athena rang out. Nikki paced up and down the road but 
every time he tried to help with the search he was stymied by the overseeing sheriff. 


It must have been around 9 am when reports came back from the search party. There was no one and no 


evidence of a second person to be found. 


The sheriff turned to Nikki, casting a critical eye over him as though he was able to judge his character and 
came up wanting. 


"Son, are you sure it was around here?" he asked. 


"Yes! I'd slowed down after that last hairpin turn," Nikki explained, his teeth clenched in frustration from being 
asked the same question over and over again." You have fo believe me!" 


The other officer looked at the sheriff and shrugged. "Your call, Sheriff," he said 


With a heavy sigh, he asked Nikki, "How well did you know this girl? Do you know her name? Her address?" 


"l-L.she was hitchhiking. She was all alone," Nikki said, wracking his brain for any more useful information. "She 


just appeared out of nowhere. All | know is that her name is Athena and I've already given you her address." 


"Well," the sheriff said, "| suppose | should check out this address." He started to walk toward his patrol car. 
"tll be in touch." 


"Wait!" Nikki said, chasing after him. "| wanna go with you! l-l wanna..! dunno, apologise or something.’ 
"What about your motorcycle?" the older man asked. 
"| don't really care if | ever see it again now," Nikki said. "Please." 


After a moment the sheriff nodded curtly and said, "Get into the back, son. You can get some shut-eye. You 


look exhausted." 


Sagging in relief, Nikki nodded and climbed into the backseat of the patrol car. The sheriff gave a few last- 
minute instructions, including getting Nikki's motorcycle into town, before starting the car and heading toward 


Athena's place. 


He was exhausted but he didn't think he'd be able to sleep, not when he could still feel Athena's arms, smell 
her perfume and hear her laughter in his ears. 


‘Do you believe in soulmates, Nikki?" 

"You deserve to be loved, Nikki" 

‘Don't discount finding a soulmate for yourself just yet." 

‘He or she may be just around the comer..or in the next town" 

With that last memory, Athena had kissed his cheek 

The slam of the car door woke Nikki with a gasp. He hadn't even known he'd fallen asleep but Nikki's brain was 
flooded with conversation and images. He'd dreamed of long, softly curled brunette locks, warm dark eyes and a 


wide smiling mouth. 


The back door was opened from the outside by the sheriff. "We're here, son Just let me handle everything, 
okay?" 


"Yes, Sir," Nikki said, exiting from the back of the patrol car, scrubbing his face and trying to make himself 
look halfway presentable as they walked up the drive of a rather nondescript house. 


The sheriff knocked on the door. Nikki's stomach was twisting in knots as they waited; he blew out a nervous 
breath. 


The door was swung open by a petite woman, wiping her hands on a dishcloth. "May | help you?" she asked, 
frowning upon seeing the odd pair at her door. 


The sheriff tipped his hat and said, "Good afternoon, ma'am. I'm Sheriff Collins from Tillamook County. May we 


come in, please?" 


Nikki didn't even protest that he wasn't introduced because he was too enthralled by the woman in front of 
him. She was an older version of Athena, the same eyes, the same hair, the same mouth. He knew they were 


at the right address. 
"Um..yes, of course," she said, opening the door wider and allowing the visitors in. 


Closing the door behind them, Athena's mother showed them into the living room. Tastefully subdued with 
family photographs covering most surfaces. Nikki saw a photo of Athena, just as she had been last night. He 


was compelled to hold it, staring at it for a moment before replacing it. 


"Please..take a seat," she said, indicating the sofa. The sheriff sat down but Nikki stood. He was dirty and damp 


still from trudging around in the bushes for hours on end. 


"We're sorry to disturb your morning, ma'am," the sheriff said, "but this young man claims to have picked up 


your daughter last night. She was looking for a ride home." 
The woman gasped and covered her mouth with her hands, shaking her head. 


‘lm sorry to inform you that your daughter may have had an accident whilst riding with him," the sheriff 
continued gravely. "It seems she may have fallen off the back of his motorcycle as they rode the mountain 


road down." 


"How dare youl" the woman exclaimed angrily. "Do you think this is some kind of joke?" she asked, swivelling 


between the sheriff and Nikki. "Do you?!" 


"Ma'am, l'm sorry," Nikki said. "Athena wanted to come home. She was out in the middle of nowhere! | couldn't 
leave her there," he pleaded, dropping to his knee beside her. "It..it was raining as we took the bends. She..she 
must have come off at the hairpin" 


The woman slapped Nikki's face with a resounding crack. "Do you think I'm stupid?" she snarled, springing from 
her seat and leaving Nikki reeling from the blow. She stepped over to the fireplace, weeping softly, and picked 
up the same photo that Nikki had just looked at. 


She rounded on the men and spat, "My daughter is dead! She died five years ago in that exact same place on 
the road!" 


"No! She was real! She was there!" Nikki retorted, straightening up. "We spoke..we were going on a date this 
weekend!" Nikki spun around and looked at the sheriff who was watching closely. "Please! You gotta believe me! 


l'm- l'm not crazy..l'm not making this up!" 
The woman took down two more frames and handed them to Nikki. "Neither am |." 


Nikki took the frames and looked at them closely. One was of two teenagers, Athena, and what Nikki deduced to 
be her brother; they were very similar in looks and ages, smiling at the camera. The engraving on the frame 
dated the photo to 1980. The other was a newspaper clipping about the accident. 


Athena Bass - Forever Sixteen 


"Athena snuck out the house the night of her sixteenth birthday,’ Mrs Bass said tearfully. "She'd gone to a 
party. She wanted to come home early though so someone gave her a ride on their motorcycle," she glared 


balefully at Nikki. "It was a night like last night and the rider lost control on the bend 
"What was she wearing?” Nikki croaked. 
Mrs Bass glanced at him, shaking her head, "Jeans, white blouse, black jacket." 


"Oh, god," Nikki muttered and his knees gave out, making him stumble to the floor. "Was..was the blouse red 


and white by chance?" He waved his hand over his stomach area. 


Mrs Bass shook her head once more, however, less angrily. "No, but..but she had been impaled on a log.. 


through her stomach." 


Nikki felt his stomach begin to revolt and he leapt to his feet and raced back out the front door to the curb, 
managing to hold everything in until then, vomiting into the gutter at the back of the cruiser. 


He hadn't heard the car pull up into the drive, nor the door slam. Nikki's head was reeling from the 
information. Was he the crazy one? Did he really see or feel Athena? Or was it some ghostly apparition? 


"Hey! Man, are you okay?!" a deeply concerned voice was suddenly beside Nikki." MOMI Get a glass of water or 
something?!" he yelled and helped Nikki to sit down on the grass in the shade. "Take it easy, man," he said, 
wrapping the shaking Nikki into his arms and rubbing his back. "I got you. Just breathe, babe." 


When Nikki had calmed, he pulled back and looked up. The boy's face was obscured, haloed by the sun shining 
into Nikki's face. A glass of cool water was pushed into his hand and he was encouraged to drink Nikki obliged, 
taking his first sip of water since this whole debacle started. 


"Mom?! Is everything okay? Why is the sheriff here and who is this?" the boy asked, and when he turned his 
face to his mother, Nikki almost dropped the glass. 


He was gorgeous and the spitting image of his younger sister, but Nikki knew from the news clipping that her 
brother was around his age. 


‘lm..tm Nikki," he managed to get out and almost melted when the boy turned toward him, looking at him with 
open curiosity as his mother spoke with the sheriff. 


‘lm Tommy," the boy replied with a quick smile. 

Nikki swallowed heavily. "l-I saw your sister..on the..on the mountain road" 

Tommy sat heavily on the grass, blinking at Nikki in shock. "You..you saw ‘Thena?" 

Nikki nodded. "She rode with me through the rain. l-I thought | lost her, but..but..was she even there?" 
"Son," the sheriff said, interrupting. 


Nikki was reluctant to drag his eyes from Tommy lest he disappear also. "Hmm? Oh, sorry," he apologised as 
he reluctantly shifted his gaze up to the older police officer. 


"| don't know what you saw out on that road, young man,’ the sheriff said, "but it certainly wasn't this 
family's daughter." 


"But-." 

"Now," the sheriff continued, holding out his hand and cutting Nikki's protest off, "you've wasted a lot of 
resources today, son, but l'm gonna write it off as too many hours on the road. Mrs Bass," he turned and 
smiled at the woman, "has agreed not to press any charges against you for causing her further grief." 
"Thank you," Nikki said, gratefully. 


"So you're free to leave, son," the sheriff said, placing his hat back on his head and shaking Mrs Bass' hand. 


"But- but my bike?" Nikki asked, scrambling to his feet. He was acutely aware of the boy standing up beside 


him. 
"Well, you can come back with me-." 


"No," Tommy interjected. "It's okay. | can drive him back. He's had a shock and needs something to eat first 


though." 


Tommy took the glass from Nikki's fingers and a zap of electricity shot up his arm. He looked at the boy, who 
returned the slightly shocked look with a small smile and wide eyes. 


Did he really feel it too or was he imagining things again.just like with Athena. 
"Tommy," Mrs Bass cautioned. 


"Mom..it's okay," Tommy said. "I'll be here. Dad will be back in a couple of hours and," he turned to look at Nikki, 
"| got a feeling that he's not gonna do anything." 


Nikki shook his head and gave the boy a grateful smile. Before today, he would never have believed in ghosts 
let alone have one on the back of his motorcycle talking about soulmates. He was in no condition for anything 
other than standing there at the moment, and even that was a little shaky. 

Mrs Bass finally nodded her approval. "Fine, but not inside the house. Take him round back to the gazebo." 


"Mom, he's not a dog," Tommy huffed. 


"You don't have to go to any trouble," Nikki interjected awkwardly. He didn't want to cause any more grief than 
he'd already done. 


"That's my final word, Thomas," Mrs Bass said. 

"You have my number, Mrs Bass, should you need it," the sheriff said and bade his goodbyes. 

"This way," Tommy said, placed his hand on the small of Nikki's back and guided him around the side of the 
house. From what Nikki could see, the house was modest, very suburban but well kept. There was an above 
ground pool in the corner of the yard, a small vegetable patch in the other and a covered barbeque area with 
outdoor seating. It was homely and comfortable and Nikki instantly felt at ease as Tommy pulled out a chair 
for him. 


"What can | get you..Nikki?"” Tommy asked. "You know, to eat, drink?" 


"Ohl" Nikki wondered about the slight pause before Tommy said his name, as though he was testing it out on 
his tongue before saying it out loud. "Coffee would be great, thanks." 


"Nothing else? You gotta eat something. You just lost half of whatever you did have out in the gutter." 
"l-I clean that up," Nikki stuttered, embarrassed, as he started rising from the chair. 
"Later! Sit while | get you a coffee and something to eat," the younger boy said and disappeared through a 


screened door. Nikki heard general kitchen noises coming from not too far inside the house and then the 


murmur of voices as mother and son held heated discussions about the stranger in their backyard. 


Nikki reached inside his jacket for his cigarettes only to find the pack sodden from the rain. Grimacing, he 
tipped the water from the pack before squashing the remainder in his fist in frustration 


A few moments later Tommy reappeared carrying a tray with two cups of steaming coffee, a plate of 


scrambled eggs and a glass of orange juice. 


"Hope you like eggs, babe," Tommy said as he placed the tray on the table before moving the plate in front of 
Nikki. 


There was that babe again and an image flashed into Nikki's head unbidden, of an older Tommy doing exactly 
the same thing, placing breakfast in front of an older version of himself. The image was so strong and 


powerful, that it felt like he'd been sucker-punched in the gut, making him grunt and double over slightly. 
"You okay?" Tommy asked as he sat with his coffee in the adjacent chair, watching Nikki 


"Um..yeah," Nikki replied with a frown. He picked up the knife and fork and started to poke at the eggs. The 
aroma curled into his nostrils and his stomach growled in response. "Hungrier than | thought," he muttered, 


scooping some into his mouth. 


'So..tell me what happened,” Tommy ventured. 'Like..from the start. Who are you and how did you get here? | 
wanna know who Nikki is," Tommy said, tilting his head to the side and watching Nikki over the edge of his cup. 


The clear, dark eyes sizing him up were unnerving but something in Nikki compelled him to follow the request. 
By the time he'd finished his meal, with Mrs Bass joining them after curiosity got the best of her, the final 
piece of Nikki's life story was told, ending with finding Athena in the middle of nowhere. 


"l- | don't know what to say. She was there. She was as real to me as you are sitting there," Nikki said, 
rubbing at his forehead as he spoke. He was still confused about how this girl, who had touched him and held 
onto him, couldn't be alive and vibrant as she had been to him last night. "She held on to me so tightly..her 
hands were cold, | tucked them into my jacket," Nikki rubbed the spot on his chest, still feeling the chill of 


them, "and she kept asking me to go faster." 


"She was so pretty and looked like you both," he added. "Your smile is like hers," Nikki said to Tommy and the 
boy cast a look at his mother. 


Mrs Bass cleared her throat and said, "Yesterday was the fifth anniversary of Athena's death, and would have 
been her twenty-first birthday. When they were little," Mrs Bass laid a hand on Tommy's arm, "people, 
strangers, would often mistake the children for twins. They had very similar looks even though there was a 


couple of years difference between them. They did everything together.” 


‘lm sorry," Nikki mumbled. He felt bad for causing this family further pain. "l-I should go..get my bike..leave 
for..." He shrugged, he had nowhere to go to put a name to a place. "Thank you for your hospitality, Mrs Bass. 


I'm truly sorry for the pain I've caused you." Nikki stood, the chair scraped against the pavers beneath him. 
"Hts a pain we live with every day," Mrs Bass intoned with an incline of her head to acknowledge Nikki's apology. 
"l-1 can hitch back to my bike..you don't have to drive me" 

"Where will you go?" Tommy asked. "And don't be stupid, of course, lm gonna drive you. 


"You know..| have no clue where l'm going or what I'm gonna do," Nikki chuckled mirthlessly. "My life has kinda 


become a litle topsy-turvy recently.” 
"What do you do, you know, for a job?" Tommy asked. 


‘lm pretty good at fixing cars," Nikki shrugged. “Anything with a motor really. My bike..l restored it from 


scratch." 


"Let me go grab my keys," Tommy said, rising from the table, "and you can tell me all about it on the drive. 


I've always wanted to try to restore a bike." 
"No motorcycles for you, Thomas," Mrs Bass said, her voice clipped and tight. 


"Don't worry, Mom," he said, kissing the top of her hair. "Purely an interest for now. I'll meet you out front, 


Nik." 


Nikki had been watching the interaction between mother and son but when Tommy had used the shortened 
version of his name, something flip-flopped inside of him, spreading warmth through his body. He gazed after 
the boy as he disappeared through the screened door. Nikki shook himself as he gathered his belongings and 
started to walk to the side of the house. 


"You may go through the house, Nikki," Mrs Bass called, standing. She walked to the screened door and held it 
open. “There's a powder room beneath the stairs if you need to freshen up before you leave. | wish you well, 
child" She closed the door behind Nikki before stepping around him and disappearing into a room close by 
leaving him standing in the hallway. 


"Thank you," he said, quietly, looking around at the family home with the photographs hanging in the hallway. 


Deciding to forgo the bathroom, Nikki walked down the hall and out through the front door as Tommy emerged 


from the side of the house with a hose. "There you are! | thought I'd hose your puke away before we leave." 


"Here, give that to me," Nikki said and rushed to take the hose. "Its my mess, you don't need to clean it up." 
He didn't even wait for an answer as he walked out to the curb and hosed the foul liquid away until it washed 
down the closest drain. He gave Tommy a signal to shut off the water and Nikki walked back to the brunette. 


"Sorry," he apologised again. 


"No sweat, man," Tommy said as he finished rolling the hose away. "C'mon. Let's get going." 


Within minutes, Tommy had started the car, pulled out from the driveway and headed out of town. Nikki didn't 
know whether he'd be able to ride his motorcycle again but he couldn't just leave it in the impound lot of a 
small town. He figured he could at least sell it and buy a cheap car instead. 


Tommy turned the music down once they'd left the town's outskirts. 


"Thena always believed in soul mates and, despite me telling her it was all fantasy, she insisted that someday 
I'd find my one-and-only, the person meant to be mine forever. When | just laughed, she promised me that she 
would help me to find my soulmate, if only to prove me wrong. Her confidence was so infectious that I'd almost 


begun to believe it myself. Then she died" 


"On the first anniversary of her death, | went to visit her grave and did something l'm not very proud of. | 
shouted at her and told her that I'd never forgive her for breaking her promise." 


"A couple of weeks later we started hearing rumours about sightings of a ghostly woman who appeared on 
wet, misty nights. She would be seen standing at the crossroads, watching the traffic. If anyone stopped, she 
would study them, especially the young men, as if searching for someone or something, then shake her head 


and vanish. As far as we know, she has never spoken to anyone..before you." 


| wanna go there one day," Tommy said quietly, more to himself, than to Nikki. "I wanna feel her again.or at 


least her presence. | haven't been able to bring myself to do it yet." 

Nikki didn't know what to say or to think about seemingly being singled out like that by some beautiful ghostly 
woman. But he wasn't going to ignore her hard work at bringing him to her brother. He reached out and 
tentatively took Tommy's hand. 

"She." Nikki stopped to wet his lips. "Your sister said something to me." He shifted in his seat to face Tommy. 
"She asked me if | believed in soulmates. When | said no, she told me not to discount it; that..that my soulmate 
could be just around the corner..or in the next town" 

Tommy sent him a double-take look of surprise. 


"Do you realise you've called me babe at least twice already?" Nikki asked, smiling softly at the boy. 


"I have?!" Tommy asked, offering his own grin back to Nikki. “Sorry..you should have said something if it made 


you uncomfortable." 


"| don't mind. In fact, | kinda liked it," he said. He meant it. Hearing the endearment coming from Tommy made 


him feel good. 


"| got nothing," Nikki continued. "I got no home, | got no job..." He felt like he was making a complete mess of 
this but he struggled on "I asked Athena on a date this weekend. She said yes..but | think she was saying yes.. 
for you." 

"You're asking me out?” Tommy breathed. 

"Uh-huh." Nikki had never been more nervous in his life. 


"Yes, | think I'd like to go out with you..," Tommy said, squeezing Nikki's fingers, "babe." 


**THE END** 


Jon English - She Was Real 
https://youtube/AoiRmWOioNI 

She Was Real 

It was cold and it was dark, 

When | stopped my Yamaha, 

And | looked down at my road map, 

| thought I'd gone too far. 

It was one of those Autumn nights, 
Pitch black, with a mist in the air, 
When you can't see anything close up, 
But you know there's someone there .. 
So | pulled out my flashlight, 

And | shone it in the night. 


| heard a voice calling softly, 


And | caught her in the light. 

She was all dressed in jeans and leathers, 
She looked lost and afraid, 

And she whispered, "Can you help me? 

| must have lost my way." 

And she was real, my heart did a somersault, 
She was real, she came near. 

| said, "Hey, you gave me quite a turn, 

Just what the hell are you doing out here?" 
She was real, she said, "| don't remember," 
She was real, she looked at me. 

So | said, "Where do you want to go?" 

She said, "I live by the sea" 

She was real, | swear she was real .. 

Oooh well, | ain't no Greek statue, 

But she was something to be seen 

She had this long dark hair, eyes like a cat, 
She was no more than nineteen. 

You see, | didn't think it right to ask, 

Just why she was all alone. 


| just took it to be Boyfriend trouble, 


So | said, "I'll take you home." 

She was real, she gave me her address, 

Or else | wouldn't be here. 

She was real, she climbed up on the back of my bike, 
And she showed no fear. 

She was real, soft she put her arms around me, 
She was real, she held on tight, 

And she was real when we shouted our conversation, 
As we thundered through the night, faster. 

She was real, | swear she was real .. 

It was raining, and the mist was coming in, 

She looked at me, she said, "Hey, 

| want to get home fast" 

| told her I'd do my best, 

And when | asked her out next Saturday, 

God help me, she said yes. 

And the wind was snatching our voices away, 
But | felt good inside, 

There was me and Suzy riding out there, 

Just busting with pride, feeling good. 

She was real when | took the roundabout, 


Just as real as the wind in my hair. 


She was real. | turned to look at her, 

My God, she wasn't there. 

She was real, she told me her name, 

| went shouting out the same, 

| went stumbling through the undergrowth, 
Screaming like a man in pain. 

My God she must have fallen off, 

But | swear | didn't feel her fall. 

| went looking, searching, looking, 

And then | gave the cops a call, 

And the cops came, found nothing. 

It was sunrise when they got there, 

Nine am when the searching broke. 

| guess it must have been the look on my face, 
That told ‘em it weren't no joke. 

So | gave them Suzy's address, 

And they took me round there in the car, 
| just wanted to go with them, 

Couldn't face my Yamaha. 

And Suzy's mother answered, 


She had Suzy's hair and Suzy's eyes, 


And when | told her what had happened, 

She just broke down and she cried. 

And she told me | was cruel and heartless, 

To tease an old lady so, 

And she told me, Suzy died on that roundabout 
Twelve years ago .. 

But she was real, there's a photo on the fireplace, 
Dated 1965. 

But she was real, she was on the back of my bike, 
she was soft, she was alive. 

| swear she was real, | ain't going crazy, 

| touched her and she touched me. 

So | guess I'll get on back to that roundabout, 
She's waiting there for me, she's waiting, 

She's real, | swear she's real. 

She was real, she was real, 

| ain't crazy, 

She was real, she was real, 


| ain't crazy! 


